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She: WHY DID YOU COME TO THE COUNTRY SO LATE THIS YEAR? 


He (recently married): | HAVE BEEN RANSACKING THE CITY TO GET A STYLISH FLAT FOR 


NEXT WINTER, BUT I COULD N’T FIND ONE. 


She: YOU ARE NOT AS LUCKY AS YOUR WIFE. 
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OWDOIN COLLEGE has conferred the degree of 

LL.D. on Mr. Blaine, signifying of course the gentle- 

man’s propensity to Doctor Laws, to suit his own sweet will. 
* * * 


YES, I’m harmonious, I am. I’m a little tin symphony | 
But when I get to a | 


on wheels—out of politics. 
National Convention—and it isn’t often I do—the kind of 
harmony you get out of J. K. is labeled in big red letters : 
“PARROT AND MONKEY BRAND,” 
and don’t you forget it.—/ohn Kelly. 
* * * 
SEE they have a successful railroad in Africa, where the 





‘6 
cars stride a single rail. The system is to be tried in 
something I have given my undivided attention to for a num- 
ber of years, and I claim to be an authority.”—D. Davis. 
66 I have n't had much choice, but if I had, I would have 
preferred the cholera.” —Buéler. 
UDGE WILLIAM CARTER of Sheboygan, Michigan, 
and Judge Caswell Marks of Selma, Ala., were both na- 
same cat’s head into the same milk pitcher, stolen peaches from 
the same tree, got trounced by the same farmers, and were 
lege, and then errand boys in the same office. Later in life they 
parted, and rose to sublime honors in their separate places. 
Lexington, and brewed a convivial bowl in honor of the event. 
About midnight, full of affection and enthusiasm, they retired 


this country. It won’t work. The single rail business is 
* * * 
* * * 
tives of Lexington, Kentucky. In boyhood they had jammed the 
otherwise enviously intimate friends, afterwards chums at col- 
Last January they met for the first time since their parting, in 
in the same bed. It was a huge affair, standing in the middle 


| bed by the ropes nearly to the ceiling, and left them thus sus- 


| 


| 





ee 





of the room, and capable of being drawn up by ropes to the | 


ceiling while the room was being cleaned. It was a very cold 
night, and they placed their clothing upon the foot of the bed. 
Just after they fell asleep, four friend» entered softly, drew the 


pended about ten feet from the floor. 
door outside and retired. 

At 3 A. M. Judge Carter woke with that species of thirst 
which usually comes after Kentucky punch and technically 
known as “hot coppers.” Leaping lightly out of bed to get 


They then locked the 


| the ice pitcher, he went whirling down ten feet, alighting 


with a soul-stirring thump on all fours. 

There was a long and painful pause. 

ward through the darkness and called: 
- Caswell!” 5 

[No reply.] 

“O, Caswell!” 

[Feeble cries. ] 

“Cuz!” 

“ Eh ?—um ?—what ?” The Judge was awakening. 

“T’ve fallen through a trap,” yelled the now affrighted 
Judge: “get up and light a candle.” 

“Where are you ?” queried Judge Carter, sleepily, framing 
his opinion that his honorable brother was drunk. 

“Down here. Fell through a trap. 
side of the bed.” 

“ All right.” And Judge Marks, springing out on his own 
side, turned three somersaults and landed on the small of his 
back. Both were now convinced they had fallen into a den of 
thieves, and were possibly to be murdered. The jokers had 
closed the heavy wooden shutters so no light could enter and 
removed all the furniture. The judges groped around on 
hands and knees, nearly frozen to death, and only at day- 
break discovered the bed, climbed into it, and got warm 
enough to talk the thing over. 

There were recently two temperance societies started under 
glorious auspices. The headquarters of one is at Selma; the 
other at Sheboygan. 


Then he peered up- 


Don't get out on my 


* * * 


HE variety of Boston malaria which afflicted Mr. John 

L. Sullivan during his recent visit to this city to such 

an extent that he was unable to punch the breath out of Mr. 
Charles Mitchell, is evidently a most insidious and expensive 
disease. Complete exhaustion of the demijohn and a sense 
of emptiness in the keg mark its beginning, while towards 
the end the malady manifests itself in a desire to pulverize 
furniture and polish off trainers and intimate friends. Fol- 


lowing this comes a longing to explain to bystanders the 
ophiological curiosities which the patient finds in his boots. 
Mr. Sullivan’s case cost the city $6,400. Asiatic cholera is 
much cheaper, if not quite so picturesquely effective. 
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FROM OVER THE SEA. 
Miss M.: 1S THE AMERICAN MAIL IN ? 
Clerk: YES, MISS; HE IS IN ROOM 56. 
A VOICE FROM WALL STREET. | TRAGEDY IN HIGH LIFE. 
WANT a girl of golden hair, | 66 ND then,” said Reginald, reading an account of the 
And silvery voice so sweet, | latest “lovely murder” to his famcée—“ and then 
Of pearly teeth and ruby lips, | the murderous villain lifted the prostrate form of his victim 
And lovely corner feet. and hid it in the bushes by the roadside !” 
A girl of sparkling diamond eyes ; “ Hid it in the bushes, dear ?” enquired Ethel, raising her 
Good figure—if in pence— | hazel eyes to his. “I should n’t think he would be safe in 
A love who sweet as “sugar” is, doing that ?” 
And has a lot of sense. “ And why not, love?” replied Reginald, fondly caressing 


her auburn locks. 


‘‘ Because of the copse !’’ murmured she, putting up her lips 
CORRESPONDENT asks what LIFE would have done | to be kissed. 


had Butler been nominated by the Democrats, and But Reginald had fled. 
hints that our editorial diet would consist largely of crow. He is now a raving maniac. j. k&. B 
Not a bit of it! 
We would advocate the abolition of the Presidency. 








POLITICAL hardware quotation—Bolts in great demand. 
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BOOMLETS. 


i R. LOGAN may have satisfactorily explained away the 
S| charges of Mickey Doo, but his character is still 
sthined by, bis. shameful assaults upon that great and good: 
man, Lindley Murray. 
/ * * * 
“HAT illustrious lode-stone, Mr. Blaine, may not be ab- 
‘sblutely steeped in crime, but he certainly is a guilt- 


edged statesman. 
* * * 


QC) UR Very esteemed contemporary, the Norristown Herald, 

is after us again because we intimate that we do not 
insinuate when we speak of the electric light of Maine, who 
hopes to be charged with Presidential fluids next November. 

Our contemporary feels especially hurt because we called 
Mr. Blaine a gentleman “who would not steal a red-hot 
stove.” 

For the sake of harmony we take it all back. 

Mr. Blaine is a gentleman, the chief object of whose life is 
to steal red-hot stoves. 

There! that settles one controversy ! 

* * * 


N R. ROSEWELL PEA FLOWER and other horticul- 
* tural specimens whose presidential aspirations were 
nipped in the bud last week, are unanimously of the opinion 
that they did n’t know it was loaded. 
* * * 
AMILTON FISH, Jr., publishes a letter severely re- 
proving the New York Bolters. 

Who is this gentleman ?>—Boston Transcript. 

What!! Can it be in this era of civilization that Boston, 
with all her culture, asks this question? Who is Hamilton 
Fish, Jr.? In the name of all the Nepotic Mugwumps and 
Liripoops, we blush for you. 

Mr. Fish, Jr., is the son of his father, Mr. Fish, Sr. 

Go to, Boston! Go to! 

* * * 


ROCHESTER contemporary has the following head- 
ing apropos of the Chicago Convention : 


DELEGATES TO THE CONVENTION ARRIVING IN LARGE 
NUMBERS—TALK ABOUT THE CANDIDATES—TAM- 
MANY ON THE SCENE—ESCAPE OF A CONVICT FROM 
SING SING. 

* ok ok 
E admit that the sole reason of our opposition to 
Blaine is that he did not publish his book originally 


in our columns. 
a ok * 


66 LEVELAND in the van!” said Mrs. Spriggins, 
putting down her newspaper. ‘“ Wal, that is hard. 


Wonder if they was n’t no room for him in the smokin’ car !” 
* * * 


OW that the Dynamiters have swung out for Blaine, 
he will spell his boom with a B-O-M-B, 














AN ENGLISH VIEW OF THE AMERICAN 
MENAGERIE. 


«6«” T HE Commonwealth of Athens has become a forest of 

beasts.” This is the fraternal sentiment which Sir 
Lepel Henry Griffin has put on the title page of his collected 
essays on the United States called “ The Great Republic.” 
When parts of this work appeared in the Fortnightly Review, 
not long ago, some of the “ beasts” on the American press 
growled furiously and showed their teeth with undue fierce- 
ness. The fact is that Sir Lepel is not sucha dangerous 
animal that any alarm need be felt in our own Zoological gar- 
den. We have specimens that can show more claws and 
growl more ferociously than Sir Lepel; and yet the Great 
Republic does not tremble in its boots. 


* * * 


IR LEPEL evidently started on his American tour with 
the intention of proving that “America is the country of 
disillusion and disappointment, in politics, literature, culture, 
and art, in its scenery, its cities and its people.” Even Rich- 
ard Grant White would possibly hesitate and certainly revise 
the English dictionary before entering upon such an under- 
taking. But Sir Lepel hesitates at nothing ; he boldly asserts 
that the negro is probably “the only man who laughs to-day 
in America.” He probably never heard of Schuyler Colfax or 
Mr. Talmage. 


* * * 


IS audacity is splendidly illustrated by the pleasing in- 
formation that New York isthe second city in the world 

“if Brooklyn, Mew Jersey, and the suburbs be included within 
its boundaries.” Imaginative Americans have sometimes 
dared to annex Jersey City, and in their wildest flights, even 
Hoboken to the metropolis, but this omnivorous Englishman 
makes no bones of swallowing the whole state, including 
Robeson and William Walter Phelps. We protest; the line 
must be drawn somewhere ; New York cannot absorb sucha 
large foreign element. It must be remembered that we al- 
ready have Kelly and Johnny O’Brien within the city limits. 


* * * 


N all seriousness, it must be admitted that the chapters on 
the foreign element, the failure of justice, and the cost of 
Democracy, contain facts and figures which may afford ample 
material for reflection to thoughtful Americans. This rough- 
speaking foreigner was not needed to chronicle them. The 


better part of the American press has long seen the evils and 
is laboring to correct them. The deductions which Sir Lepel 
has drawn from his unpleasant facts are sweeping and false. He 
is afflicted with that ocular disease which Robert Collyer once 
ascribed to Carlyle; he sees only the dead dog in the Thames, 
and not the beautiful flowing river. (Scribner & Welford.) 

; DROcH. 
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HE novel reader who seeks after variety should pat- | 
roniize the (new American Novel Series, published by | 


Henry Holt & Co: There have been four books already pub- 
lished in this series, which it will well repay any lover of fic- 


tion to read, and a fifth, “ Among the Chosen,” will shortly 


appear. The scene of action is placed in a communistic 
society on the shore of an interior lake. The dramatzs per- 
sone of the story are particularly well drawn, one of them 
being easily recognizable as.a certain English author, whose 
passion for communistic experiments has been hinted at in 
his latest work;*and is well known to his friends. 
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' MRS. SPRIGGINS AGAIN. 





ELL, I never!” said Mrs. Spriggins, putting down 

the Century magazine, which she had been in- 
tently reading. “What big tellygraft bills them Century 
fellers must have. 


cé 





“TIME ’s money,” growled the disappointed creditor. 
“Well,” replied the persecuted debtor, “ have n’t I always said 
I’d pay you in time ?” 





X\ A PARADOX—two M. D’s. 


a ey 


GERMAN favors—The Lasker documents. 





Too thin—Before the dentist gets hold of it. 





See all them pages, Spriggins, by Cable!” | 
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EXPERIENTIA DOCET. 


Mrs. H.: WHAT ON EARTH ARE YOU DOING? ARE 


| YOU CRAZY? 


Mr. H.: No. IT’S ALL RIGHT, MY DEAR. I AM 


GOING TO BE UMPIRE AT A BASE-BALL MATCH, THAT’S 


“ THE farther, the tighter,” as the man remarked when he 
saw the St. Patrick’s Day procession turn down a street lined | 


with beer saloons. 





TO BOARD IS NOT TO BE. 


| been reading metaphysics. 


LANG! went the engine bell; the great wheels turned | 


and with increasing speed the long train rolled away. 
Clutching her light gripsack; preoccupied in mind with eyes 
that, looking, saw not, and nose oblivious even to the per- 
vasive nearness of the gas-works, through the bustling crowd 
she glode and came to the hack-stand. And then she raised 
her glance and with a thoughtful look of recognition, said : 
“ Hi! William !” and waved her parasol. 
“Take me home,” she said, as she got in: “I have none 
other baggage.” 
But though he cried “ Yes, Miss,” and slammed the door, 


and yet willed not the maid should see he knew not where 
she lived. 

Then to his comrade near who, vexed because himself no 
fare had caught, observed him jealously, “Jim,” he said, 
“where does Miss Buncleer live ?’” And James returned, at- 
taining palpably upon him then the bulge: “She don’t live 
anywhere ; she doards.” 

Thus in a higher-educated age where vagrant wisdom 
freights the instructive air,a vulgar tongue may speak a 
mighty truth and know it not. 


ALL. 








LOVE AND METAPHYSICS. 
‘6 O you really love me, Charlie?” asked Maude, pluck- 
ing a daisy. 

“Yes, dear, I love you now,” replied Charlie, who had 
“ But love is either a vanity and 
inflation of heart, or a psychical state which depends for its 
continuance upon a pre-requisite physical bias.”’ 

“Oh!” exclaimed Maude. 

“Yes,” resumed Charlie; “and there is no telling how 
long it will last.” 

“Why, what do you mean, Charlie? 
last always.” ‘ 

“T will try and explain, dear. As thought is produced by 
molecular changes in the brain, so love arises from molecular 
action in the sensorium and nerve-centres. Now everything 


I know mine will 


| which excites and delights our perceptions may be traced to 
sore puzzled was he in his soul and knew not where to drive, | 


an infinitely numerous complication in the atomic constitu- 


_ tion of what Haeckel calls the albumen—compounds which 


compose the plasma of the plastid. At this moment my 
sense perceptions are excited by your beauty, so—”’ 

“Your love will last—” 

“ As long as your beauty lasts.” 

“And my love—” 

“ As long as my purse holds out.” 

“Oh, dear, 1 suppose you are right, but I do wish you 
would n’t bother with those horrid metaphysics. 

H. 


v. S. 
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SANDY ROSARIO’S RANCH, 
’ OR 
CREWEL WORK BY 
A HOWE SEWING MACHINE. 





T HE last rays of the setting sun were playing a symphony 

in red and gold upon the bald pate of our friend Sandy 
as he sat dozing at the door of his goat ranch in a back street 
of that Florence of America,—Long Island City. 


yy 





Sandy’s face bore a troubled expression, for the past year 
had been a bad one for goat culture, that terrible cattle dis- 
ease known as “Blaine’’ having been very prevalent. In 
addition times were hard, and Sandy’s three mothers-in-law 
had come to live with him, bringing with them each a large 
family and forcing him to advertise for Summer boarders. 

Sandy’s nap was at last suddenly broken by the tinkling of a 
silver-tongued bell, and a moment later a horse car stopped 
before the ranch and a radiantly beautiful young lady alighted. 
Sandy looked at her and rubbed his eyes, wondering if he had 
died and gotten into heaven by mistake. The young lady 
smiled and explained to him that she was mortal, and had 
seen his tempting advertisement in the Christian Register, 
and so had come bringing with her a few household goods. 
The goods in question were stacked on the front platform of 
the car and consisted of a set of black walnut furniture, 
four trunks, a gas stove, a monkey and a parrot. 

Our young lady’s name was Millicent. She was the daugh- 
ter of a Venetian riding master, and heretofore had spent her 
summers in Boston, but as she was now getting somewhat 
along in years her parents had insisted on her going out into 
the real world and scrabbling around a bit, as it was begin- 
ning to look as though there was going to be a good chance 
of her getting left. 

No, my dear child, I am not going to describe Millicent, for 
it would be only showing up the weakness of the English 
language, and destroying your peace of mind. In addition, 
she is still living in Boston, and it would be awkward for both 


*-LIFE: 








of you were you.ever to meet. I will simply say therefore, 
that she wore a number eight and three-quarters halo, and 
the same size in boots, and this will give you an idea how 
perfect her proportions were. 

The morning after her arrival at the ranch, Millicent was 
awakened by the pattering of goats’ feet on the roof over her 
head, and as it looked as though one or more of the animals 
might come through at any moment, she much against her 
will got up, and on going down stairs found that she was just 
in time for family prayers, but with true Boston courtesy she 
declined to join in the services on the ground that her relig- 
ious tendencies were Mormonwards, and so sitting down to 
the piano she proceeded to drown the whole performance in 
the “ Battle of Prague”’ and the overture to Norma. 

After breakfast, Millicent who was a true artist, decorated 
the walls of her room with a number of sheets of sticky fly 
paper, and inscribed over the mantelpiece with a piece of 
charcoal, Ravaillac’s last words, “ Le jour sera dur, mazs il 
passerd,—a very appropriate motto for any summer resort. 

She then strolled out in front of the house where she found 
a most interesting young artist engaged in painting the 
fence. 

This young man’s name was John Douglass Pinkham (a 
brother of Lydia), and his early life had been dynamited by 
the suspicion that he had been implicated in the poem “Doug- 
lass Tender and True,” and in consequence he was a con- 
firmed woman-hater. 

He did not notice Millicent’s approach, as he was much en- 
grossed with an obdurate gate-post. “ Ah!” he exclaimed, 
“why is it that I cannot throw any warmth and feeling into 
the expression of this condem post? Why is it that when 
my drawing and perspective are so perfect—” 














wits 


Ry 2 
“T see you have the true artistic spirit,” interrupted Milli- 
cent. “Iam delighted to meet you, for I know we are kin- 


dred spirits.” 




















The young man looked up, wiped his paint-stained fingers 
on his trousers and said : 

“ Prithee, sweet damsel, shake.” 

And so, standing in the last soft rays of the mid-day sun, 
these two young things held one another’s hands, and looking 
into each other’s eyes read—but, ah! my dear reader, why 
goon? It is only the old, old story, so old and yet so fear- 
fully fresh ; the same old story that you and I know so—(My! 
how near I came to giving myself away then !) 

And as the golden summer days glided away, John and 
Millicent were seldom separated, for business was very dull 
at this time of year, and even when John did have a job Mil- 
licent would sit by him on his scaffolding, and with a piece of 
brown tissue paper stretched over a comb she would make 
such sweet music that time seemed as nothing, and John 
always worked by the hour. 








And so the sweet summer passed away and chill autumn 
drew on apace. ; 

One evening as Millicent and John were sitting in the moon- 
light on the Thirty-fourth Street ferry slip, John shivered so 
with the cold that he at last shivered himself off into the 
water. Millicent, however, was equal to the ‘occasion, and 
with a true artist’s instinct she seized a stout fishing pole that 
lay on the dock, and dropped the hook dexterously, so that it 
caught in the back part of John’s trousers, and then, partly 
lifting him out of the water, she said : 

“ Now, then, which will you do—marry me without any 
more fooling, or drown ?” 

{“ Drown!” spluttered John. So she soused him in again. 

The next time she fished him up he was pretty weak and 
answered her inquiry with a faint “ yes,” so she hauled him 
up on the dock and trundled him home. 

In the law suit which followed this, the court sustained 
John on the ground that his consent had been gained by un- 
fair means, so Millicent retired to Boston in high dudgeon, 
and endeavored to drown her disappointment in brown bread 
and beans. 


| 
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Soon after John learned to his great chagrin that Millicent 
had all along been quite an heiress, as she owned a number 
of shares in the N. Y. & N. E.R. R. He therefore prepared 
to go to Boston and make up with her, but at the same time 
asked himself the question: Can any amount of future hap- 
piness compensate for a visit to Boston ? After due delibera- 


| tion he came to the conclusion that it could not. So he 





joined a base-ball club and never saw Millicent again. 

And Millicent? Ah me! she is still in Boston; there is a 
wealth of sadness in the thought; and as the twilight deep- 
ens she sits in the seclusion which only Beacon Street can 
grant, and as the summer breezes from the East beat upon 
the double windows of her room she sings softly to herself : 


And so I am sad and single, 
Quite pretty, just twenty-two ; 
Willing to marry any one, 
Even—well—yes, even you / 
FINIS. R. K. 








THE DEMOCRATIC TRIAL HEAT. 


HE Democratic trial heat for the Presidential Race next 

November was run at Chicago last week. It differed 
materially from the Republican heat of last month, in that, 
contrary to Democratic usage, there were few worn-out 
hacks on the track to impede the progress of the more finely 
trained horses. We may truthfully say that the entries of 
last week were exceptional. True, Randall has _ been 
known to balk, and Bayard came dangerously near 
kicking over the traces when the Union Stables seemed on 


| the verge of dissolution. Many were disposed to shake their 





heads at the mention of Cleveland, on account of his youth; 
but he has shown that he is eminently qualified to compete 
with the piebald steed of the Republicans, who, in spite of his 
past record, full of shying and general disinclination to keep 
to the straight course, preferring to “git thar” by devious and 
dubious ways, has undertaken the competition for the prize. 
The Trick Horse Butler, together with a prize jackass from 
the Tammany Stables, by a vigorous policy of kicking en- 
deavored to ruin the chances of the favorite colt, Cleveland, 
fortunately to no avail, as Butler, having an infliction of the 
eyes, could not direct both his heels to advantage at the same 
time, and in consequence became so tangled up in himself 
that up to the hour of going to press he had not been ex- 


| tricated. 


Cleveland got by all odds the best of the start and came 
in an easy winner on the second lap, with Bayard a good 
second. The result is as we anticipated, but whether the 
public in general are pleased, in these days of bolts, Butlers 
and other Political Idiocracies, it is difficult to say. 

He will push his opponent hard next Fall, beyond doubt. 
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Columbia: “JIM BLAINE, JIM BLAINE, 9 ARE OF 
WHEN THE VOTERS SHA!" §®ET THE 
FOR A FIELD OF DEFEA‘ ES NO) 
AND THE CLANS OF CH. IRE SC, 
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BLAINE, ARE OF THE DAY 
RS SHAT’ BET THEE IN POLLING ARRAY! 
DEFEA’ &S NOW ON MY SIGHT, 

or CH. IRE SCATTERED IN FLIGHT.” 
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GOOD LORD DELIVER US, 


WENT to church and with my aunt - 
Knelt where the richest people kneeled ; 
I listened to the rector’s chant 
Oft broken as the organ pealed— 
“ Good Lord deliver us.” 


Stained glass, and gilt, and velvet stools, 
With many a saint in fresco work 
I saw, and thought (O fool of fools !) 
“ Of our plain, white-washed village kirk— 
Good Lord deliver us.” 


I whispered, “ Who is yonder man 
Gray-haired and praying so devout ?” 
Quick glanced my aunt, as woman can, 
And said, scarce turning head about, 
“ Good Lord deliver us.” 


“ Director—bank !” she, whispered me ; 
“ Defaulted—millionedollars, dear— 
Heads every public charity.” 
I clutched my purse and gasped in fear, 
“Good Lord deliver us.” 


“ But he, dear aunty, over there, 
Who worships with such pious look ; 
The one with apostolic air, 
Who chants so sweetly from his book— 
Good Lord deliver us ?” 


“« Stock-broker, love—a Croesus, too— 
Appropriated funds, they say— 
He’d make a splendid catch for you.” 
I hid my country face to pray, 
“Good Lord deliver us.” 


I glanced around. There must be one 
Good.man amongst these wicked men. 
“Pray what has that fair Christian done ?” 
If such a face knows thieving, then 

Good Lord deliver us. 


“He’s no one, pet. I’m half afraid 
The fellow keeps a bucket-shop.” 
“ At least,” quoth I, “an honest trade.”’ 
My aunt quite out of place let drop, 
“Good Lord deliver us!” 
S. CONANT FOSTER. 





DIFFERENCE between the House of Lords and the House 
of Commons—all the difference between ability and nobility. 


DOCTOR (engaged six months after the death of his first 
wéfe, soliloguising over a letter)—*“ This is better. She ad- 
dresses me as ‘ You dear, darling duck.’ My first wife used 
to speak of me as ‘ That nasty old quack.’” 





THE THOMPSON STREET POKER CLUB. 





SOME SAD EXPERIENCE WITH A CHUMP. 





TOR two hours, at the regular meeting of the Thompson 

street Poker Club, Saturday evening, there was ex- 
hibited what the lamented Mr. DELSARTE calls “suppressed 
power.” The only episode worth noting was when Mr. 
CYANIDE WHIFFLES accidentally managed to pull three 
tens to a pair of kings. When Mr. TOOTER WILLIAMS 
then ran up against him with a maudlin bluff, he exhibited a 
strength of character and a stack of chips which made that 
gentleman wish he were dead. 

It was Mr. WHIFFLES’ deal when the Rev. Mr. THANK- 
FUL SMITH opened the first jack-pot, which he did with 
such a withering look as to lead crafty Mr. WILLIAMS to 
secretly size him up for about the queens required to open. 
Mr. GUS JOHNSON hadn’t either queens or sense enough to 
stay out, so he came in on two trays and his last stack of 
chips. Professor BRICK was playing close to his third vest 
button, and concluded to lay down his one-end straight. 
Then all eyes naturally centered on Mr. WILLIAMS. 

The Rev. Mr. SMITH broke the silence. “ Whad yo’ 
flectin’ bout, TOOT? Pears like yo’ haint gottum dis time ?” 

A sniff was Mr. WILLIAMS’ only rejoinder. After two 
minutes more of delay, the Rev. Mr. SMITH shut his eyes, 
snored once or twice feebly, and sarcastically requested Mr. 
JOHNSON to “woke him when dat TooT done made up he 
mine.” This had the desired effect. 

Mr. WHIFFLES’ three nines looked very large, and as he 
was still suffering from the intoxication of his success with 
Mr. WILLIAMS, he promptly bounced the bet to the extent 
of two dollars. This filled the Rev. Mr. SMITH with the 
agonies of a dilemma. His practised eye had detected a 
dog’s ear on the top card in the pack, which signified his 
third queen. On the other hand Mr. WILLIAMS had the air 
of a man who was sitting behind a flush, and in case this was 
true, previous experiences had taught a third queen might be 
unpleasant. But Mr. SMITH’S warlike blood was up. He 
lifted Mr. WHIFFLES six dollars. If Mr. JOHNSON’S trays 
had suddenly become red-hot they could not have been 
dropped more quickly. Professor BRICK’S respiration was 
like that of a broken air brake. Mr. WILLIAMS assumed 
an expression of sad surprise : 

“Whad yo’ do dat risin’ on, BRER THANKFUL?” he in- 
quired softly. 

“ Quid yo’ triflin’ ’n call, ef yo’ wanter know,” said Mr. SMITH. 

Mr. WILLIAMS sighed, and called. Mr. WHIFFLES called, 
and took up the pack with a view of supplying the gentle- 
men with cards. 

“Gimme de top cyard,” said the Rev. Mr. SMITH, who had 
concluded to act like a two-pair man. 

“Gimme de nex’ cyard,” said Mr. WILLIAMS, with the 
half-sad air of a man who is laying low. 

Mr. WHIFFLES then helped himself to two cards. 

The Rev. Mr. SMITH led out with one chip. 

“I sees dat an’ rises it two dollahs,” said Mr. WILLIAMS. 
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DIVING FOR ANISESEED. 


FROM AN INSTANTANEOUS PHOTOGRAPH BY FRANCIS MONTMORENCY GRUBB’S fiancée AS HE “TOOK” 


HIS FIRST FENCE. 


Mr. WHIFFLES stopped to think. By some singular acci- 
dent he had captured a fourth nine. It scared him nearly 
to death. “I—I jess—jess calls,” he said, putting up his last 
chip and atwo-dollar bill he had secreted in his hat-band with 
a view to paying his house-rent. 

The Rev. Mr. SMITH now felt confident that Mr. WILLIAMS 
was weak. He drew out the famous wallet. “I rises dat 
fo’teen dollahs,” he said, leaning back and glaring at Mr. 
WILLIAMS. 

Mr. WILLIAMS hesitated, but the fact that he had struck it 
on policy that very morning made him rash. 

“I sees dat fo’teen, Brer THANKFUL,” he said, “an’ I 
swells dat pot fo’teen mo’.” 

Mr. WHIFFLES tiptoed out of the room, followed by the 
Professor. 

Fragmentary portions of the conversation reached the ears 
of the party from time to time, encouraging the suspicion that 
Mr. WHIFFLES was trying to borrow money. Two minutes 
silence, followed by a rustling, showed that Mr. WHIFFLES 
had succeeded. 

“‘[—I jess calls,” he said again, entering his subscription. 





“T sees TOoT’s rise,” said the Rev. Mr. SMITH, in a tone 
calculated to freeze that gentleman’s marrow, “ an’ I rises it 
fo’teen mo’.” 

Mr. WILLIAMS now began to feel that bluffing was out of 
reason. He had three sixes, but they were not worth a raise. 

“‘T jess—jess calls,” he said. 

Mr. WHIFFLES received a bundle of money secretly from the 
Professor under the table. He put it in the pot without a word. 

“Whad yo’ threes?” inquired the Rev. Mr. SMITH of Mr. 
WILLIAMS, savagely. 

“ Sixes,” said that gentleman, gloomily. 

“«Squeens,” said the Rev. Mr. SMITH. ‘ Mauds—ladies— 
is dey good ?” he asked Mr. WILLIAMS. 

“Yezzah,” replied that gentleman. 

The Rev. Mr. SMITH raked the pot toward him. 

“ Beg yo’ pawdon,” interrupted the Professor. 

“Whad !” gasped the Rev. Mr. SMITH. 

Mr. WHIFFLES silently spead out his four nines. Then he 
fainted. 

Mr. JOHNSON lighted a sulphur match under his nose and 


| brought him to. The Professor meanwhile had swept the 
































THE PURSUIT OF ART. 


WHAT A FINE OLD WELL. 
I SHOULD LIKE 


Our Friend Terreverte: 
IT WOULD BE SO EFFECTIVE IN COLOR. 
TO CALL TO-MORROW AND PAINT IT. 

Appreciative Owner: WELL NOW I’M GLAD TO HEAR 
YOU SAY SO. I’VE ALLERS THOUGHT MYSELF HOW FINE 
IT WOULD LOOK IN COLOR. 


pot into his hat. Then he assisted Mr. WHIFFLES to totter 
from the room. 

The silence for several minutes was profound. Then the 
Rev. Mr. SMITH extended his hand to Mr. WILLIAMS. 

“Brer Toot,” he said, “dad's de gosely warnin’ dat we 
mussent be proud of sperrit. Yar wese been a shufflin’ an’ 
a cuttin’ an’ a dealin’ fer mo’n a yar, an’ no niggah o’ dis club 
evah hole fo’ nines w’en wese ben in de risin’ mood. I doan’ 
mine de loss o’ de scads, but it goes agin’ natur fer to see a 
chump kerry off de boodle, w’en all de speeunce ob de noble 
game cawn’t rise mo’n three squeens.” 

Mr. WILLIAMS assented with tears in his eyes. 

The Rev. Mr. SMITH continued, “ Brer WILLIAMS, pokah 
is pokah, ’n chumps is chumps. Dar’s no median line. Gin 
me a squar’ game ’n a reas’nable speeunce wif de dog’s ears 
‘n wrinkles on de back ob. de cyards, ’n I ’ll rassle twell 
Gabriel toots ; bud ef dat chump WHIFFLES evah cotches me 
agin wif my spenders broke, dar’s no prov’dence. Cordin’ 
ter Rule 47 now, de kitty ‘ll sot up de beer.” 

The Club adjourned. 





TERREVERTE CALLS THE NEXT DAY TO FIND THE 
OLD LADY HAS ALREADY GIVEN IT A COAT OF PURPLE 
SO THAT HE CAN HAVE A “GOOD FOUNDATION TO 
WORK ON.” 


ANECDOTE OF ARISTIDES. 
HE Athenian Patriot, Aristides, by reason of his In- 
flexible Integrity, had acquired the surname of The 
Just. At an Election which was to decide whether the Sen- 
tence of Ostracism should be passed upon him, or upon his 
Rival, the Demagague Cleosobulus, the Vote was a Tie and 
the Polls were on the Point of Closing when an Unlettered 
Rustic approached the Patriot and handing him the Shell 
which the Athenian Citizens were accustomed to employ as a 
Ballot, desired him to inscribe thereon the name of Aristides. 
“Of Aristides ?” echoed the Patriot, “wherefore should you 
desire the Banishment of Athens’ Favorite Son?” “’Coz,” 
answered the Rustic, “I am tired of hearing him called ‘ The 
Just ;’ in fact, I am ‘Just’ tired.” “Gimme the shell,” said 
Aristides, and himself inscribing thereon the name of Cleoso- 
bulus, he Dropped it into the Urn, then, folding his Cloak 
around him, beheld with an unmoved Countenance, his Rival 
being led away into Exile. 





VERB. SAP.—Never look a gift mule in the heels. 










































ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. | [wa 


Marguerite —No, child, we cannot publish your poem. | 
Not that-it is bad but it has already been perpetrated in our | 


columns. 


R. P. Fl-w-r.—ti. No you were not quite so big a joke as 
Butler, but. almost Bud, dear, almost. 2. We. are not cer- | 
tain but we think it is called the Salt River Pavilion. R. B. | 
Hayes, of Fremont, Ohio, can give you full particulars. 


S-s-n B, An—ony.—1. They will’ be 


year. 2. No itis not hond soct gui mal y pants. 


John. L. S-i-y-n.—\t sometimes comes in bottles, though 
not often. 2. Rutherford’s was not of so malignant a form. 
3. Mr. Edmunds is said to have been infected with the same 


germs. 


¥. G. B—1. The quotation you seem to want is, “The 
Times are out of joint.”” 2. No, we hardly think the White 
House will be ready for your occupancy next March. 3. 
Unfortunately Vennor is dead, so we cannot say certainly, but 
we rather opine that the chills will strike somewhere about 


Nov. 5th. 


Irate Subscriber —We would really like to swing out for 
Blaine as you desire, but not being of such accommodating 
principles, as for instance characterize Hon. Ben Butler, Gov. 
Hoadly, and other Independent Democratic Republicans, we 
really must bid an affectionate farewell to your $5.00 and 
manage to scrape along somehow without it. 


Henry Holt & Co. 
HAVE JUST READY: 


LIFE OF ¥OHN KALB, Major General in the 
Revolutionary Army. |By Friedrich Kapp. 
12mo, $1.75. 

THE MISTRESS OF IBICHSTEIN. By Fr. 
Henkel. Translated by S. E. Boggs. 16mo, 
Leisure Hour Series, $1.00; Leisure Moment 
Series, 30 cents. 


NEW AND CHEAP EDITION, IN PAPER 
COVERS, AT $t.00, OF 
The Summer School of Philosophy 


at Mount Desert. 


24 Pen and Ink Drawings "a A. Mitchell, 
Editor of LIFE. 





‘“There are no dry-as-dust essays, no fine-spun 
disquisitions in ‘ The Summer School of page | 
at Mount Desert.’ From the first page to the last 
itis a revel of fairy fun and mischievous grace. The 
wisdom taught is that of love, and the young men 
and maidens created ,by Mr. J. A. Mitchell’s hu- 
morous imagination wander through the book under 
the ingenious, the saucy, the benignant tuition of 
the quaintest band of Cupids who ever sxipped from 
an artist’s pencil. All the characteristics of Mount 
Desert—the charms of the summer sea as viewed 
by twos, the vigils on the piazza, the bouncing and 
abundant buck-board—are suffused with that deli- 
cate wit of the pencil, in which Thackeray was the 
great, if untrained master. Mr. Mitchell is the 
young Bostonian who several years ago left architec- 
ture for the painter’s easel, and whose pictures have 
had success in Paris.”—W. Y. Tribune. 

‘* The artist has done a clever thing, and the wit 
is capital.”—A tlantic Monthly. 

‘“Mr. Mitchell, with but scanty text, has fully 
developed all the manners and ways of the acolytes 


who follow Cupid. The artist who makes these | 


pictures has exceedingly good taste and a dainty 
pencil, for chubby cherubs are flitting all over his 
pages, and when he wants to be comic, his pictures 
are always conceived in good taste.” —N. Y. Times. 
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1) RENDER: VNTO SCISSORS THOSE 
THINGS ‘WHICH ARE $CISSORS - 








ARL SCHURZ continues to flock all by himself. He is 
excellent company for himself this warm weather. Both 
he and himself are on such good terms with Schurz.—PAi/adel- 





A-CALCUTTA paper tells of a railway station agent in India 
who recently sent the following dispatch to headquarters: ‘Train 
iger jumping about the platform. — Please telegraph 





‘* Look here, waiter,” cried Crimsonbeak, who was. stop; ing 
for a few days at Coney Island; ‘‘this ham is not as‘ as 
| what I got lere last summer.” 
| ( “*T don’t see why,” replied the waiter, in some surprise ; “it’s 

th 


Crimsonbeak leaves without partaking, and wondering why he 
did n’t think of that before.— Yonkers Statesman. 





Ii a barn blows down there will be a diagram of the premises ; 
view of the barn before being blown down; view of the barn while 


| being blown down ; view of the ruins; interview with the hired 





GRADY & McKEEVER, 
LATE 


RENNER & COMPANY, 


DEALERS IN 


FINE ARTS. 


Designers and Manufacturers or 
EVERY DESCRIPTION OF PICTURE FRAMES. 
No. 719 SIXTH AVE., NEw York. 


FACTORY, 218 W. 42d STREET. 








A SKIN OF BEAU rY Is AJOY FOREVER. 
. T, Felix Gouraud’s 
Oriental Cream or Magical Beautifier 
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| A, Sayre, said to a lady of the haut ton (a patient’ 

| ladica will use aay recom Selenel’s nse 
the least hi ions.”* 





ng it every b Poudre 
5 uous hair without injury 
| Mae, M, B, T.g° RAUD, Sole Prop., 48 Bond ~ Y. 
| For sale Druggists and Fancy Goods a) 
throughout the U. 8., Canadasand Europe. Beware of 
base imitations, $1,000 Reward for arrest and proof of any 
one selling the same, 








man, who says he always knowed it was going to blow down ; in- 

terview with owner, with his and other theories on barns blowing 
| down; interview with Professor Mugwump, the distinguished Chi- 
cago savant, with his views as to the reason why barns blow down 
rather than up; comparative table of barn mortality in this and 
other States for the last forty years, showing percentage of barns 
blown down compared with the illiterate vote ; history of barns 
from the earliest times to the present ; statement of loss—$s5o0. 
—San Francisco Argonaut. 


Cavanagh, Sanford & Co., 


Merchant Tailors 
and Importers, 
16 WEsT 23d STREET, 


Opposite 5th Ave. Hotel, NEW YORK. 


All the latest London Fabrics regularly imported. 





GEORGE MATHER’S SONS, 


PRINTING [NK, 


60 Joun St., New York. 





This paper is printed with our cut ink, 





MANUFACTORY 
BELFAST IRELAND 
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The 
Thompson Street 


Poker Club. 


From ‘*‘ LIFE.”’ 
AND OTHER SKETCHES, 








By the Same Author. 


NOW READY. 





PROFUSELY ILLUSTRATED. 





Price, 50 cents. 





TWO EDITIONS ALREADY EXHAUSTED. 





For sale by all Newsdealers and a. LIFE Office, 
1155 Broadway, New York. 
Order of your News Company. 


AMUSEMENTS. 


DEN MUSEE WEST 23D ST. 
SPLENDID BUIL DING. 

Wonderful Tableaux—Historic Groups—Men of all 
Times — Art and Science — Chamber of Horrors— Trip 
Round the World in 600 Stereoscopic Views—Dioramas, 

Musee on from ir A.M. to 11 P.M. Sundays from 1 
torr P.M 

Cc oucerts in the Winter Garden from 2 to 5 and 8 to 11. 

Admission to all, 50 cents. Children, » 25 cents, 


Send one, two, 
—_— or five dol- 


CA ND + lars for a retail 
box, by express, of the best Candies 4a the world, put 


up in handsome boxes. All strictly pure. Suitable for 
presents. Try it once. 


Address, C.F.GUNTHER, Confectioner. 


78 Maptson Sr., CHICAGO. 


HOTELS. 


PARKER HOUSE 








EUROPEAN PLAN. 


Harvey D. PARKER & Co., 
BOSTON, MASS. 


HARVEY D. PARKER, 
EDWARD O. PUNCHARD., 


¢ —_ NSM hay for the above disease 
and 


® worst kind 


JOSEPH H BECKMAN. 


PTuON. 














‘LIFE: 


LITTLE Fritz—*“‘ O, pap, may I for me not from 
thy beard a pair of locks off cut ?” 

Father — ‘‘ What wilt thou therewith, my 
child ?” 

Little Fritz—‘‘My rabbit mend, from whom 
has the Emma the tail out snatched.”—Dutch 


Joke. 


‘‘I’m sorry to say, my dear,” said the bank 
official to his wife, ‘‘ that I must leave the coun- 
try.” “Is it possible?” she exclaimed. ‘‘I 
must,” he sighed; ‘‘my defalcation has been 
discovered, and I have received a note from the 
detectives saying they will be here in a day or 
two to arrest me.”—Somerville Journal. 


‘* My dear,” said an over-heated citizen to his 
wife at dinner to-day, just after he had swallowed 
a piece of meat whose temperature was at the boil- 
ing point, ‘‘ my dear, this food is so hot it will take 
the coat off my stomach.” ‘‘ Well, what do you 
want of acoat-on your stomach this weather?” 
was the gentle response. The husband was so 
confused that he rushed out of doors and swal- 
lowed the day’s supply of ice, which the ice dealer 
had just left on the sidewalk.— Zroy Times. 





LItTLE MARY AND THE BisHop.—A_ good 
story is told of the bishop of Atlanta, Ga. He 
recently addressed a large number of Sunday- 
school children, and wound up by asking in a 
very paternal and condescending way, ‘‘ And now 
is there a-a-n-y little boy or a-a-n-y little girl who 
would like to ask mea question ?” 

After a pause he repeated the question, “ Is 
there a-a-n-y little boy or a-a-n-y little girl who 
would like to ask me,a question?” 

A little shrill voice called out, ‘‘ Please, sir, why 
did the angels walk up and down Jacob’s ladder 
when they had wings ?” 

“Oh, ah, yes—I see,” said the bishop; ‘‘ and 
now is there a-a-n-y little boy or a-a-n-y little 
girl who would like to answer little Mary's ques- 
tion ?” 


If you have Toothache, Headache or Neuralgia get 
McGraw’s Electric Fluid. It will drive it away. ¢. A 
Crittenton, Wholesale Agent, New York. 





Lundborg’s Perfume, Edenia. 

Lundborg’s Perfume, Maréchal Niel Rose. 

ee. s Perfume, Alpine Violet. 
Lundborg's Perfume, Lily of the Valley. 





Send a 2 cent stamp to pay postage on a Handsome Lith- 
ographed Razor. It will pay. Address The Clinton M’f’g 
Co., 20 Vesey st., New York. 





AMERIC AN PHC 


OTO-ENGRAVING CO. 











‘ia 


DIAMONDS. 





Carefully matched pairs Fine O/¢d Mine Bril 


liants, $50 to $3,000. 
A large assortment of Engagement Rings, from 
$15 to $1,000. 

Lace Pins, $10 up. 

Bracelets, $15 up. 

Collar Buttons, $5 up. 
Studs, $10 up. 
Diamonds Remounted in latest styles. 
Designs sent to any address. 





J. H. JOHNSTON; 


———COMMON SENSE BINDER—— 
FOR BINDING 
“LYFE 
Cheap, Strong and Durable, 


Will hold.26 numbers. Mailed to any part of the 
United States , 


Address, office of “* LIFE,” 1155 Broapway, New Yor, 


150 Bowery, 








““The Best Practical Art Magazine i 


Is The Art Amateur, which gives, monthly, from 30 to 
44 folio pages of working designs (with full instructions), 
illustrations and information relating to decorative and 
pictorial art. Invaluable to amateur artists. 

Homer Decoration & FuRNISHING. (Exfert Advice 
Free.) 

Instructicn in China, Oil and Water-color Painting, 
Wood-carving, Etching, Dress, &c. Art Needle-work De- 
oe rem the Royol School, South Kensington, a specialty 

he Art Amateur includes among its contributors 
Theodore Child, Clarence Cook, Edward Strahan, Roger 
Riurdan, Camille Picton, Bean Pitman, Louis McL aughlin, 
Constance C. Harrison and Mary Gay Humphreys. 

Subscription, $4.00 a year; 35 cents a number. Speci- 
men copy 25 cents, z/ this advertisement is mentioned, 


MONTAGUE MARKS, Publisher, 23 Union Square, X. Y. 








‘* Dio Lewis’s Monthly is the grandest 
Magazine we have ever seen.’ 
Normal Teacher & Examiner. 


Send 6 cents in stamps for a 
sample copy 


Dio Lewis's Monthly 


$2.50 per year. 25 cents a copy. 
For SALE BY ALL DEALERS. 

Agents wanted. Send for terms. 
FRANK SEAMAN, Pudiisher, 

542 BROADWAY, New York. 


New York Natatorium. 
SWIMMING SCHOOL & SWIMMING BATH, 
2 and 4 East 45th St., 
Near sth Ave. 


Open from 6 A.M. till ro P. M., daily. 
Special Hours for Ladies, from to A. M. 
till3 P.M. See Circular. 


PROF. H. GEBHARD. 





FOR 1883. 


VOLS. I. anp II. 


Vol. I., Jan. to June, inclusive; Vol. II., 


July to December, inclusive, durably bound, for sale at the 


publication office Price, postage free, $5.00each. To subscribers returning a complete set for the year 1883, 


both Volumes will be forwarded for $5.00. To subscribers returning a complete set of one Volume that 


Volume will be forwarded for $2.50. Address, 


Office of LIFE, 1155 Broadway, New York. 
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Fragrant Vanity Fair 
AND 


CLOTH OF GOLD 
CIGARETTES. 


Our Cigarettes cannot be surpassed. 
If you do not use them, a trial will 
convince you that they have no equal. 
Two hundred millions sold in 1883. 

13 FIRST PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. 


WM. S. KIMBALL & CO. 





FACTUREF 


ARTISTS MATERIALS 


iN} C 
NUS 


FINE BRUSHES AND VARNISH 
READY MIXED PAINTS, WHITE LEAD 


DRY COLOF 


ALL K 


HIT 





Agents wanted for au- 

thentic edition of his life. 

- Published at Augusta, 

his home. rgest, 

handsomest, cheapest, best. By the renowned historian 
and biographer, Col. Conwell, whose life of Garfield, pub- 
lished by us, outsold the twenty others by 60,000. Outsells 
every book ever published in this world; many agents are 
selling fifty daily. Agents are making fortunes, All new 
beginners successful ; grand chance for them ; $43.50 made 
by a lady agent the first day. Terms most liberal. Par- 
ticulars free. Better send 25 cents for postage, etc., on 
free outfit, now ready, including large prospectus book, and 


save valuable time. 
ALLEN & CO., Augusta, Maine. 


~ VARICOCEL Painless sure cure. k free 


00) 
Civiale Agency, 160 Fulton St., N. ¥! 





‘LIFE ° 


DANGEROUS TO BE AT LARGE, 


GENTLEMAN—There is some mistake in this 
gas bill. 

Gas Collector—No, sir; the bill is all right. It 
is according to the meter. 

Gentleman—It’s very strange. I certainly burn- 
ed more gas than that last month. 

Gas Collector—Wh-what ’s that, sir? 

Gentlemen (emphatically)—I say I certainly 
burned more gas than that last month. 

Gas Collector (turning pale and edging toward 
the door)—Very well, sir, very well. Don’t get 
excited, sir ; keep quiet ; calm yourself. Every- 
thing will be made all right, I assure you, sir. 

The collector then bounced down the stairs 
and shouted for help. Four policemen respond- 
ed, and moving cautiously up the stairs they se- 
cured the maniac and got him safely to a lunatic 
asylum. But little hopes are entertained of his 
recovery. 





Oakley’s Extract—Violette. 

Oakley’s Extract—Lily of the Valley. 

Oakley's Queen Cologne. 

Oakley’s Florida Water Bouquet Soap. 
Oakley's Flower Extract Soap—‘‘ Jacque Roses.”’ 





YOUNG MEN !—READ THIS. 


Tue Vottaic Bett Co., of Marshall, Mich., offers to 
send their celebrated Etecrric-Vottaic Beit and other 
Evectric APPLIANCES on trial for thirty days, to men 
(young or old) afflicted with nervous debility, loss of vitality 
and manhood, and all kindred troubles. Also for rheuma- 
tism, neuralgia, paralysis, and many other diseases. Com- 
plete restoration to health, vigor and manhood guaranteed. 
No risk is incurred as thirty days trial is allowed. Write 
them at once for illustrated pamphlet free. 
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THE LENOX PENS are the product of long and patient experiment by the 


most skillful artisans with 


best material. 
The Series is complete in Twelve Numbers, from which every writer can select 


THE BEST PEN 


For his or her peculiar style of penmanship. Sold by Stationers; or sent by mail, in gross boxes, postpaid, for 


$1.00 a 


Gross. 


*,.* For the convenience of those who wish to test all the numbers of the series, we will send gross boxes 


of assorted pens, 
ber (12 pens) for 


10 cents. 


containing twelve of each number, for the regular gross price of $1.00, or one of cach num- 


TAINTOR BROS., MERRILL & CO., 
18 and 20 Astor Place, New York City.” 


MURRAY'S 
CHARCOAL TABLETS 


For Dyspepsia, Headache, Bad 
Breath, Sour Stomach. 
The Good Old Fashioned Remedy. 25 cts. a box. 


DITMAN’S SEA SALT 


For producing a real sea bath at home. 
for circular. 





Send 


A. J. DITMAN, 


Broadway and Barclay Street, New York. 


SUMMER RESORTS. 


TENTH SEASON. 





SPRING 
HOUSE, 


RICHFIELD SPRINGS, N: Y., 
OPEN SATURDAY, JUNE, 16rTu. 


Its well known standard of excellence will be 


fully maintained. 
t..R. PROCTOR. 





CAMPOBELLO ISLAND, 
NEW BRUNSWICK, 


Already so well known as one of the most popular summer 
resorts on the Atlantic Coast, lies in Passamaquoddy Bay, 
about seventy miles northeast of Mt. Desert, and is distant 
about two miles from Eastport, Maine. 

The HOTELS ‘‘OWEN” and ‘‘ TYN-Y-COED,” 
are acknowledged to be the most unique and charming in 
the country. They will be opened July 1, 1884, and under 
the management of Mr. T,. A. BARKER, who has had 
charge of them for the past two seasons. 

The island is ten miles long and from two to three miles 
wide, and the drives are delightful. The interior abounds 
in lofty and densely wooded hills. The shores are rock- 
bound and gfant cliffs overhang the sea for many miles, 
Comfortable carriages, village carts, wagonettes, and well- 
equipped saddle-horses, steam-launches, rowboats, canoes 
with Indian guides, and some of the famous Quoddy sail- 
boats will always be at the command of guests. 

The fine steamer Frances, 1,200 tons, formerly of the 
Stonington Line, will make three trips per week, to and from 
Mt. Desert—the entire season. 

Applications for rooms may be made to T. A. BAR- 
KER, office of the Campobello Co., No. 12 Sears Building, 
Boston. 

Applications for land and for general information may be 


made to 
ALEX. S. PORTER, 


General Manager, 
27 State St., Boston. 


“VIENNA” 


ICED COFFEE. DELICIOUS. 


SERVED ONLY AT 


Common Sense Lunch Room, 





135 BROADWAY (cor. Cedar St.), 








No one can furnish 


“Old Crow” Rye 
Sour-Mash Whiskey 


unless purchased from us. 
We have taken every barrel 
made since Fanuary, 1872. 
We have also HERMIT- 
AGE three to seven years 
old, all sold absolutely pure, 
uncolored, unsweetened. 


H. B. KIRK & CO., 
69 Fulton St. & Broadway and 27th St. 


"IC: 


FINEST AND B 
INTHE WORL 


Restoration 
to Flealth 
and Beauty 

to the 


Testimonial of a 
Boston lady, 


ISFIGURING Humors, Humiliating Eruptions, Itch- 
ing Tortures, Scrofula, Salt Rheum and Infantile 
Humors cured by the Cuticura REMEDIES. | 

Cuticura REsoLvenT, the new blood purifier, cleanses 
the blood and perspiration of impurities and poisonous 
elements, and thus removes the cause. 

Cuticura, the great Skin Cure, instantly allays Itching 
and Inflammation, clears the Skin and Scalp, heals Ulcers 
and Sores, and restores the Hair. 

Cuticura Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier and Toilet 
Requisite, prepared from CuTicuRA, is indispensable in 
treating Skin Diseases, Baby Humors, Skin Blemishes, 
Chapped and Oily Skin. 

Cuticura ReMeEp1rEs are absolutely pure, and the only 
infallible Blood Purifiers and Skin Beautifiers. 

Sold everywhere. Price, Cuticura, 50 cents; Soap, 25 
cents; Resolvent, $r. PotTreR DruG AND CHEMICAL Co . 
Boston, Mass. 





—x_ 


NEW YORK LIFE INS. CO. BUILDING, 
346 AND 348 BROADWAY, N. Y. 


ERSONS leaving New York for Summer Resorts, or 
otherwise, can have absolute protection for Monies, 
Silverware, Paintings, or other valuables. Safes 
rented from $10 to $20 

or month, 
THE MANHATTAN SAFE DEPOSIT CO. 
WituiaM H. Appreton, President. 


yearly, or by the day, week 


346 and 348 Broadway, Corner Leonard Street, New York. 
Consignments received subject to order. Vaults abso- 
lutely Fire and Burglar Proof. 
Freperick Foster, General Manager. 


COLUMBIA BICYCLE 





TUNA 
UTN. VIA 


BRANCH HOUSE, 12 WARREN ST., NEW YORK. 


MARVIN'S 


SAFES 


ue MANY2<7TED = 

HAVE.{o PATEN IMPROVEMENTS 
UND IN; —>— 

NOT Oe UTHER MAKES 

THAT WILL WELL REPAY AN 


INVESTIGATION 
BY THOSE oine TO SECURE 


THE BEST SAFE 


MARVIN SAFE CO. 
265 Broapway N.Y. 
685 Cuestnur Sr. PHita 








Called by Dr. J. von 


ae e Liebig “a Treasure of 
Nature,” on account of 
its high degree of 
Chlorides. Recom- 


mended as a mild ape- 


rient and well tried curative for regular use by such medica] authorities as Sir 
Henry Thompson, Virchow, Frerichs, and others. 


NATURAL 


BITTER-WATER. 


Cures constipation, headache, indigestion, hemorrhoids, chronic catarrhal dis- 


orders of stomach and bowels, gravel, gout, contion, diseases peculiar to females,‘and impurities of 


the blood. 


To be had of all leading Grocers and Druggtsts everywhere. 





PRESS OF GILLISS BROTHERS 75 & 77 FULTON STREET, WN. yY. 





THE CELEBRATED 


PIANOS 
ARE PREFERRED BY LEADING 


ARTISTS. 


HIGHEST AWARD CENTENNIAL, 1876, 
HIGHEST AWARD MONTREAL, 1881-1832. 


149 to 155 East 14th St., N.Y, 





THE HARTSHORN SHADE ROLLER 
is as near perfection as anything in that line can be, 
They never get out of order, and will bear rough 
handling. Their mechanism is simple and com. 
plete, and they are destined to supersede every. 
thing of the kind in the market.—Chicago Inter 
Ocean. 





Peck & Snyder’s 
CELEBRATED TENNIS 
BALLS AND Bats, 


Ourg new Franklin Bat cannot 

be s i: 3 $5.50. We 

. are sole ‘makers of the Official 

Regulation Ball adopted by the U: S. N. L. T. Asso 

cia April sth, 1884, and by the Intercollegiate Associ- 

ation, May ‘6th, 1884. Just published, the Playing Rules 

of Lawn Tennis, 48 Pages, with Complete Catalogue of 
Tennis outfits. Paogt paid, ro cents. Stamps. 


Peck & Snyder, 126, 128, 130 Nassau St, 
New York. 





BILLIARDS. 





The Collender Billiard and Pool Table 


os 


have received the first premiums, the latest Triumph: 
being the Grand Medal—the highest premium over all m 
tions—awarded to the Collender Billiard Tables, and Com 
bination Cushions, is, Cues, &c., at the Paris b 
tion of . > At the Centennial Commission, Philadelphia, 
in 1876, the combination cushions were reported the only 
ones scientifically correct in the angles of incidence andr 

tion. New and second-hand billiard tables, in all & 
signs, at the lowest prices. 

The H. W. COLLENDER COMPANY 

Broadway, New York. 1 Tremont St., Boston. 

Te south Fifth St., St. Louis. 143 S. oth St., Philadelphia 


84 and 86 State St., Chicago, 367W.Baltimore St. Baltimo 











